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" You're surety mad, presuming thing-, 
Aloft in sir to ply the wing. 
And leave the firm substantial ground. 
Where solid joy alone is found ; 
He wise and lay aside those wings, 
tJseless, unprofitable things! 
Shut too your eyea, be blind like me, 
What gain can it produce to see r 
What use are eyes I ne'er could think, 
In darkness can't one eat and drink ? 
In teeing much to spend one's pains, 
Will only tend to turn the brains ; 
Why do you learning's path explore, 
And over mathematics pore, 
To form yourcomplicated ceil ? 
Can't you like me in caverns dwell ? 
I scope a house out in a trice, 
.And find it vastly fit and nice ; 
Leave then such idle vanity, 
Beneath earth's surface pass with me, 
There plenty reigns to fill the belly, 
The wisest business let me tell you ; 
When full, within our cells we'll creep, 
Boll ourselves up, and go to sleep ; 
For what is seeing, moving, thinking, 
Compared with e*ting,sleeping, drinking? 
True wisdom, it is known full well, 
In ease and darkness loves to dwell; 
Then from your former fancies 8ee, 
And learn to be as wise as me." 
Thus spoke the mole with conscious pride, 
And quickly then tbe bee replied. 

" Ignorance, under Wisdom's mask, 
To veil, appears an easy task ; 
While those who've neither sense nor spirit, 
Wish this defect to seem a merit ; 
With narrow hearts and souls confined, 
Deride all efforts of the mind, 
Those things tbey can't attain despise, 
And for this trick would be thought wise. 
While heads are thick and brains are mud* 

iy, 
'Tis easier far to rail than study. 

Your reasoning's of a curious kind, 
I must be mad because you're blind j 
Your dullness can't my aims conceive, 
1'B therefore wrong, and them should 

leave ; 
Your pride is such, while sunk in night 
You think yourself perfection quite, 
Who's over or below your rule 
Must be quite mad, Or else a fool ; 
Because blind you, can't upwards rise, 
I must not use my wings or eyes. 
Your pleasures may be such to you. 
But something higher I'd pursue; 
I grant that sleep, and drink and food, 
In moderation, all are good, 
To keep tbe body strong and whole, 
The useful servant of tbe soul ; 
But nothing else save these to follow, 
bhows a gross heart, and head quite hol- 
low, 
And Nature's order will deprave, 



Making the mind tbe body's slave, 
Your pleasures would be none to me, 
Our tastes, our souk could ne'er agree; 
You're to one element confined, 
All nature's works delight my mind; 
Sometimes aloft in air I go, 
And view her beauties spread below, 
Her scenes of varying delight, 
Formed skilfully to please the sight; 
Sometimes within the balmy rose, 
1 nectar sip in sweet repose, 
And while within its bowers I dwell, 
Enchant my sight, my taste, my swell ; 
'I'Len bear away my waxen load, 
To form my science-planned abode ; 
Thus sense and mind 1 both employ, 
To bring me ever-varying joy. 
Reptile I to dwell beneath earth's shade, 
Apd leave those joys you'll ne'er persuade, 
Cease then your purpose to pursue, 
I'd sooner die than live like you." 

This said, in air she wing'd her flight, 
The mole sunk down to earth and night. 
Nemorensi*. 

ToveT 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

Qui drfinera eel enfant. * 
'W HO can describe that child sublime 
Whose birth coeval is with time ? 
That tiny form whom all obey 
Tbat tenant earth, or air, or sea ; 
Whose eyes in silken fillet seal'd, 
Theirform, their lustre unrevcal'd, 
Can yet a magic Same impart 
To softeu and subdue tbe heart. 
That name ador'd on Cnydian plains, 
And hymn'd in Sappho's Lesbian strains. 
From Nereid voices rising sweet 
Food echo trembles to repeat; 
Of power to charm dark Pluto's soul, 
The destiny of Jove controul, 
Change to a bull his form divine, 
And teach Alcides flax to twiue. 
So sweetly vain to yield a grant, 
So softly, feelingly gallant, 
So darkly jealous-r-hrightly true, 
So boldly gay, but modest too, 
Who gives so much, but gives — to gain. 
Who stoeps so far, but stoops — to reign, 
And wins the dear contentious field 
By looks that conquer as they yield. 
Who first will gentle pity raise, 
Then bless tbe soul with dulcet praise, 
With frowns like hate despair will move. 
To chace with sweetest looks of lore ; 
Celestial spirit ! shadow vain ! 
That tears can nourish, figbs maintain j 
A rose that seeks the sun's brightray, 
But in tbe radiance dies away, 
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